WE direct attention to two very interesting articles in another part of the paper?one on the nursing arrangements at Netley, and the other in reference to nursing by orderlies. The sister who has been interviewed by a ?correspondent on the latter question makes a very ?serious charge against the orderlies. She says that it is " by no means an unusual occurrence" to find an ?orderly asleep on duty; and "occasionally" the orderlies "are more or less under the influence of drink." She adds that the excessively long hours ?explain sleeping on duty. But The dispatch of nurses to the seat of the war continues, though the latest intimation from the Secretary ?of State for War suggests that the authorities have arrived at the conclusion that the supply is no longer inadequate. We are officially informed that Sisters A. B. Jackson and J. L. Oarlyon, of the Army Nursing Service Reserve, embarked for South Africa on Saturday last. Sister A. R. Chitty, whose departure we announced last week, was trained at the Alfred Hospital, Melbourne, and then took the post of staff nurse at the General Hospital, Birmingham. After a year's service she was promoted to the sistership of a male accident ward, which she held for 18 months, resigning in order to do duty for three monthB in the operating theatre. She left Birmingham to be sister of the male medical ward at the Taunton and Somerset Hospital, and Taunton in order to take up the appointment of nursematron of the London Throat Hospital, Great Portland Street, a position she retained for two years and a ?quarter. Miss Chitty was subsequently, for nearly a year, matron of the General Hospital, Stroud.
THE SISTERS OF MERCY AT MAFEKING.
The public will not turn a deaf ear to the appeal which has been issued by Lady North, " After a fitful and unfreshing sleep, snatched after prolonged battling with mosquitos, we were awakened by the curious street cries of an old Southern city, tattered negro boys chanting their wares with a musical cadence strange to northern ears. We rose and bathed hastily, and, while putting on clean clothing, reflected sadly that by ten a.m. we should be dishevelled-looking creatures, dripping with perspiration. The night nurses, weary and hollow-eyed, were glad to be relieved. The ward looked exactly the same as when we left it the previous night. The man in the first bed was still muttering in delirium, with a fixed glare in his eyes. The poor sun-struck patient in the opposite bed was still weeping over the loss of a five-dollar bill stolen from under his pillow. The greeting of the convalescents was loud and cheerful, for the arrival of the day nurses meant ' breakfast,' and to a recovering ' typhoid' meals are the only consideration. After breakfast was over we took temperatures, and found that we should be busy with ice baths till noon. As portable bath tubs are unknown in these regions, we spread a rubber sheet on the bed, packed the patient with ice, covered him with blanket, and sponged vigorously for half-an-hour. Oh, how the poor fellows did hate it! In the afternoon, after things were fairly quiet, we wrote letters from dictation from the soldiers to their anxious friends. At ' I had camp fever at Johannesburg.' So that explained it, and I found that it does sometimes occur at these times, when the patient has once had it. Some of the doctors get so accustomed to prescribing for fever that they are apt to forget there are other ills. I knew an elderly gentleman, a manager of mines, who was on his way through the country inspecting the mines, and he stopped to get food at a wayside store. There was nothing to be had but pork almost raw, and a hard kind of sausage that might be anything. After his meal he felt very bad, and you can imaginehow furious he was when the doctor treated him for fever !'r "There are hospitals at Bulawayo, Gwelo, and other places," continued Mrs. Nell. "The Bulawayo Hospital was formerly managed by nuns, but it did not answer very well, as they were not trained nurses, though they were very sweet and kind, and the doctors agitated for trained nurses : and now it is under a thoroughly organised system. I believe the nuns felt a difficulty about nursing men patients, and as the greater number are men, who contract fever whilethey are out on the veldt, it was well to make the change."
Mrs. Nell thinks that there is a very good opening in a new town like Bulawayo (the "old days," of which she referred once or twice, are only as far back a3 1895) for a specially trained children's nurse, as most of the residentsare young married people with families.
The Black " Boys."
She herself has given up nursing since her marriage, and i& devoting herself to a farm of five acres, on which she employsnative labour. The photographs of the pretty bungalow, with its covered way between house and kitchen, and Mrs.
Nell herself, wearing a large white "cappea" made for her by a Dutch woman, were most charming.
"I devote myself to doctoring the natives now," she said, laughingly. "They place the greatest faith in my remedies and bring all their babies and husband when anything is the matter, and as they are terribly frightened if they have the least thing the matter with them, I get plenty of practice. They are great cowards, and if a boy cuts his-, finger he will lie all day in the hut thinking he is going to die. Their fear of death is intense. Happily, very simple medicines usually put them right, and the nastier the ' mooti' is the better they like it."
The Voyage Home.
Finally, Mrs. Nell told me that she had by no means* intended coming to the old country when she left her hom& in Buluwayo; she was becoming seriously ill through the food, which was both dear and bad, owing to the war, and. she went to Cape Town for a change, where the railway wasreopened through ruined Mafeking. 
